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Midsummer Madness 


James sat down on an elderly tree-stump and stretched out his legs. Sunlight streamed through the canopy of 
the trees around him and dappled the grass with splodges of gold. It was good to get away from the tour for 

a while; to get back to nature and just be himself. He had originally intended to do some hunting - illegal or not 
- but the woods were just too damn peaceful to shed blood. Hell, he couldn't even bring himself to kill a rabbit. 


He dumped his borrowed bow and quiver to the ground and shrugged off his backpack. Pulling out a sandwich 
and a bottle of water, he sighed happily. Everything tasted better out here. Not least of which the clean air. 
Suddenly, on the very fringes of his vision he saw a pale hand stretching out for his quiver. Before he could 
blink, both hand and quiver were gone. 


"Hey! Come back with that, fucker!" he roared. 


James sprang to his feet, turning around and spilling his water bottle in the process. His quiver rested in the 
hand of a skinny barefoot kid, who wore simply a pair of ragged trousers knotted around his waist and oddly, a 
bright garland of wildflowers on his tousled hair. The kid flashed a bright smile at him before running past him, 


deeper into the woods. Cursing, James gave chase. 

The kid, barefoot as he was, ran with a certain elegance. In contrast, James was a lumbering ox as he crashed 
through the woods hollering at the top of his voice. Branches lashed at his face and chest as he forced a path 
through the trees. The kid, he acknowledged grudgingly, really knew these woods. 


Suddenly he broke through the clinging trees and bushes into a clearing. The kid was standing in the middle 


grinning at him. 
"You like the hunt?" asked the kid, still grinning broadly. 
James threw a malevolent glare at the kid. 


"Look, just give me my shit back and I'll forget about this. You've had your fun, | just want to be going now. 
Okay?" 


The kid threw his head back and laughed. A shadow crossed over his face and suddenly his laughter didn't 
seem so childish anymore; he stepped forward, grinning again James had just enough time to note that he 


looked older than first glance had indicated. 
"My name's Puck. What's yours?" 

James blinked. 

"Look, just give me my stuff." 


The kid - Puck - rapped him smartly on the nose with the quiver. James bunched his fists and said through 
gritted teeth: "My name is James. Would you please give me my stuff back now?" 


Puck laughed and danced away from him. Just as James stepped forward to grab him, there was a shimmer in 
the air, and suddenly the kid was gone. In his place stood a small deer; snapped in its jaws was his quiver. The 
deer seemed to cock its head at him - as if to say "come on, then" - before picking up its hooves and racing 


away. 


James gaped, then slowly tottered after this utterly improbable deer before resuming running at full-tilt again. 
The deer neatly jumped over a fallen tree, kicking up its hooves daintily before disappearing from sight. He 
burst through the trees into what had looked like a clearing, and dropped several feet into a stream. A peal of 


laughter split the air. Looking up, he spied human-Puck perching upon a tree branch on the far side of the 
stream. Low chuckles of laughter continued to float down to his ears as he crawled up the stream bank. This 


did absolutely nothing to improve his temper as he got rather muddy crawling up the slippery bank. 


By the time he had reached dry land, neither Puck nor the deer were anywhere to be seen, although little 
rustles in the bushes let him know that something was still lurking. Was it really worth crashing through the 
woods, getting covered in mud and running the very real risk of breaking a leg just to get his quiver back? 
Considering his usual accident-prone self, he'd gotten off lightly so far. 


Grumbling he turned to return to his tree-stump and found Puck standing silently in front of him. 


No trace of the deer showed upon his face or body. There were certainly no hooves. Just an impish almost- 
kid. A very naked almost-kid. James gulped and studiously avoided looking at the large cock which stood proudly 
against Puck's abdomen. Definitely older than he looked... 


"Looking for something, good sir?" asked Puck, his face full of impish glee as he slyly brandished James’ quiver. 


James roared with frustration and lashed out at the kid. Suddenly he found himself on the ground with one 
arm twisted up behind his back. He managed to throw Puck off and then scrambled towards the quiver which 
lay on the ground, arrows half-spilled out. Before he had crawled more than a few yards, Puck had pounced 


upon him and they were wrestling in earnest. 


For such a small kid, Puck was surprisingly strong, thought James. Legs and arms flailed wildly as each 
combatant tried to get the upper hand. More often than not, Puck ended up on top, still grinning madly. The 
constant grin was beginning to rather disconcert James. It seemed overly..toothy. After Puck ended up on top 
again, he suddenly leaned down and planted a firm kiss upon James’ lips whilst slowly grinding his hard cock into 


James’ groin. James bucked him off, blinking in surprise all the while. 
Fuck this," he spat as he got to his feet, looking warily at Puck. 


He started to back away, wanting nothing more than to be out of these damn woods and away from Puck As 
far away as possible, and quickly, too. Puck was starting to look less and less like a kid. He looked pretty fucking 
feral just now, and he clearly wasn't intimidated by the full Hetfield attitude either. 


Puck sprang at him again, and this time as they kissed Puck's teeth sank deep into James’ bottom lip. The 
sharp tang of copper filled James’ mouth, as Puck kissed him. 


"How do you like my woods?" asked Puck, as he kicked out James’ legs from underneath him. Taken by surprise, 
James found himself flat on his back with Puck writhing against him as he kissed and suckled at the bite on 
James’ lip. Puck pulled back for a moment to admire his handiwork, and James noticed that he looked a little 


older. 


"How d'you do that, man? The deer-" 


Puck smirked before bending his head and licking down James’ throat. As distraction tactics go, this was a good 
one. He laid a solid trail of nips and kisses before latching onto the tendon at the side of James’ neck and 
sinking his teeth in deeply. Somewhat belatedly James realized that Puck's hands weren't just scratching at his 
side; they were clawing at his flesh... He pushed Puck off and scrambled backwards on his elbows before 
pushing up to a semi-seated position and staring in horror at the bloody rents in his t-shirt. Blood slowly 


oozed from the deep bite on his neck. 
Puck rested back on his haunches and crooked a finger at James. 
"Don't be scared, little one. | won't hurt you much..” 


With that, Puck sprang upon James again, straddling him and pushing him down onto the grass. Holding him 
down with one hand, he pulled the quiver of arrows over to them. Staring into James' terrified eyes, he pulled 


an arrow from the quiver. 


"Look, whatever you want, man.. money, whatever.. just let me go, okay?" James babbled incoherently and tried 
once again to get rid of this thing Visions of sharp arrows being driven through his body rushed through his 
mind. 


"Let you go later. Have you now," came the reply. 


Puck stroked his long fingers and sharp fingernails along the shaft of the arrow, and with an obscene twist of 
the wrist the arrow slowly began to flex and, to James’ considerable surprise, began to grow bark and sprout 
small leaves. Puck carefully drew James' arm out to the side and quick as a flash pinned it to the ground with 
the newly flexible arrow. Lickedy-split he was pinning the other arm to the ground and grinning again; his grin 
was a lot more sinister now, though. When James turned his head to look at the arrows, he found that they 
seemed to have grown into the ground. Certainly they looked very organic. Oddly, the ground beneath them had 
erupted into a carpet of bluebell. Tiny flower heads jangled against his wrists as he tried to flex them within 
his bonds. 


"Flowers? What the fuck are you?" 
"| like bluebells, don't you?" came the laughing and utterly useless reply. 


Satisfied with his work, Puck bent and sucked at James’ bleeding lip again before retracing his steps down 
James’ neck. Using those sharp nails he ripped James’ shirt off and set to work licking along all the deep 
scratches that he had inflicted. Despite being somewhat unwilling, a deep moan was drawn out of James at this. 


As Puck slithered down his torso, he began to press upwards into each bite. 


Slight ripping sounds reached his ears. Rather than negotiate the zipper on his khakis, Puck had opted to simply 
shred them. Instinctively, James tried to shrink into the ground, away from those razor sharp nails. Sadly, his 
cock betrayed him and arched up towards Puck's waiting mouth as it finally escaped his pants. His boots met a 


similar fate. 


Sharp teeth nipped around the swollen head of his cock before engulfing him fully. James lifted his head and 
craned his neck in an effort to get a better view. At first all he could see was the flower-adorned hair, but 
then Puck pulled back slightly and his eerie eyes locked onto James’. As quickly as he'd been swallowed, Puck's 
mouth pulled off him and resumed his quest to cover every inch of James' body with scratches and bites. 
James dropped his head again. A haze of scent from the bluebells began to rise around them. 


Worryingly those sharp teeth were sucking and biting around his balls. He screamed as Puck somehow managed 
to leave a welt on the tiny strip of skin between his balls and asshole; he tried closing his legs, but strong 
hands and sharp nails held him open and exposed. A feral glint shone in this creature's eyes as he knelt up and 


thrust his cock into James' asshole. 


James’ breath hissed out of him, and he winced with pain. 
"Fuck, that hurts!" 


Puck shrugged slightly and looked around vaguely. Finding nothing useful, he simply held out his hand. The air 
shimmered slightly, and suddenly he held an oozing honeycomb. Crushing it slightly in his fist, he collected as 
much honey as possible and slathered it over his cock before tossing it over his shoulder.. Little shards of 
beeswax speckled his sticky fingers which were unceremoniously thrust into James’ asshole. Puck's tongue 
flicked obscenely over his swollen lips as he thrust and twisted his fingers inside James. 


Growing impatient he lapped at the rivulets of bloody rain which ran off James' barreled chest and then sank 
his teeth into James’ inner thigh. Deciding that enough was enough, he abruptly pulled his fingers out and sank 


his absurdly large cock home. 


By now James was beginning to understand that Puck wasn't a kid or a man. He was something much older and 
much, much darker. The scent of bluebells hugged their skin as Puck slid deeper into him. Their bodies strained 
together, both with a common goal now; a strong hand gripped his cock and gave it a few hard tugs. As bright 
stars began to flicker across his vision, he saw Puck's beautiful face shift one last time. A hideously old, ugly 

and..mossy..face looked down upon him, still contorted with pleasure. His orgasm hit him hard, he screamed and 


promptly passed out. 


Puck licked James’ torso clean, savouring the combination of blood and cum, before reluctantly moving off him. 
Mortals broke so easily, he always forgot about that. He tilted his face up to the skies and let the rain lave it 
for a moment. As the shower finally drizzled to a halt, he shimmered and shifted one last time. A small rabbit 
wuffled at James’ hip before dashing down a rabbit hole in an odd mound of earth. 


James woke to a prickling sensation on his feet. Pushing himself upright he found a small hedgehog waddling 
very slowly past his feet, tickling them with its spines. Apart from the hedgehog, he seemed to be completely 
alone. No Puck, and no bluebells. Checking himself over he found that it definitely hadn't been a dream; his body 
was crusted over with dried blood from innumerable bites and scratches. To add insult to injury, he was 


uncomfortably sticky. 


His quiver lay broken near the stream and the arrows that Puck had.changed.lay in pieces around the dent 
where his body had lain. He picked up a piece and found it was impossibly aged and bent. Kirk would probably 
say that they were transfigured. Not that he'd be mentioning this to Kirk anytime soon.. 


A few squashed bluebells lay in the dent in the turf. 


Shaking his head, he picked up the remnants of the quiver - gods only knew why - looked around vaguely for 
his clothing and prepared to slosh across the small stream. In stark contrast to the warmth of the previous 
day, the stream was icy cold. Close inspection in the rippling mirror of the stream revealed the white of his 
ribs peeking out from the gore in several places; he tried to wash off the worst of the mess but the blood, 
cum, honey and mud seemed to have created a cement-like mixture, which at least seemed to have stopped 


the worst of the bleeding. 
He decided to leave well alone. 


As he trudged up the bank towards the woods and the safety of the car-park his head began to clear slightly. 


If you knew what to look for, traces of his coupling with Puck were everywhere to be seen. The occasional 
strip of shirt could be seen, caught on thorn bushes. James collected them as best as he could, putting the 
smaller strips in the quiver and clutching the rest in his hand along with the larger remnants that he'd 
salvaged. His body ached from top to toe. His brain was trying to make sense of what had happened and the 
rest of him was complaining loudly. He was covered in bites and long scratches and he swore that Puck had 


even bitten his asshole in his quest to mark James all over. 


The early morning dew sparkled as he dragged his feet through the grass. Small spiders ran for cover as he 
trudged through their webs. Ordinarily he would have rejoiced in the beauty of the dawn, but he was sore in 
all the wrong places, tired and more than a little bit afraid. He passed the tree-stump on which he'd sat hours 
ago; no sign of his backpack or bow. A bold bumble bee buzzed speculatively around his ass; he quickly swatted 
it away and picked up his pace. 


Finally the car-park came into sight. He rummaged around in the forlorn remnants of his clothing and 
eventually came up with the keys to his rental. Clutching the rags tightly to him, he hugged the remaining few 
shadows on the perimeter of the car park before making a mad dash for the car. Just as he'd gotten the key 
in the lock, a heavy hand fell upon his shoulder. 


He wheeled around quickly, dropping his rags, and fully prepared to punch out Puck. As he took in the black and 
white uniform of the man in front of him, he quickly dropped his fists. 


"What the fuck d'you think you're doing?" asked a burly policeman "Oi, Charlie! Come ‘ere and have a look at 
the state of this bloke!" 


Charlie came over. And took a long, slow look at James who squirmed self-consciously beneath his coating of 
cum, blood, mud and honey. He ran his fingers through his muddy hair and came up with a wilted garland of 
wildflowers and a handful of bluebell petals clumped together with mud. 

Charlie peered closely at the flowers. 

"Bluebells in June?" he said, arching a hairy eyebrow. 


His partner stared at him. Charlie shrugged it off. 


"Right then, laddie. I'm arresting you for indecent exposure and the Woodland Trust's going to want to have a 
wee word with you too. They're a bit pissy about people picking the flowers, ‘specially the bluebells." 


James could only gape wordlessly at him. 


As the officers were bundling him into their patrol car he noticed a young, pale face peeking out from behind a 
tree on the very edge of the wood. Puck seemed to giggle at him and then shimmered out of existence. 


And he could still smell bluebells, dammit. 


FIN 


